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E M M A  W E B S T E R

THANKS FOR THE MEMORIES

It’s interesting what memories come back to you if 
you invite them in, if you let them stay for some coffee. 

I’m quick in life, I take my coffee to go. 

But memories can’t be held in to-go cups, they don’t 
care about time. They’ll come and they’ll sit and they’ll 
stay through your not-so-subtle hints that it’s time 
for them to leave and they’ll ask for refills and slurp 
loudly as they recall that time, that night, remember 
that night? When you asked him to stay? No, they’ll 
correct you, begged him to stay, yes I’m sure that you 
begged, you do remember begging, don’t you? Well if 
you didn’t before you surely do now and hey while 
you’re up another refill please?

You don’t really need to invite them in, memories will 
come anyways. They’ll find a bobby-pin and open your 
locked door and come in unannounced. They’ll get 
under the covers with you while you’re trying to sleep, 
sit down next to you on the couch, pull up a stool by 
you in the kitchen and they won’t apologize for 
the interruption, no they won’t even acknowledge 
it. You thought you were rid of me? they’ll ask and 
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they’ll laugh, you thought I’d go away! Well I won’t, 
not now and not ever, and hey what about that one 
Monday in March when he said he didn’t need you, 
when he said he didn’t want you? 

No he didn’t cry, he didn’t even look sad, don’t you 
remember how he didn’t even look sad? Well if you 
didn’t before you surely do now and by the way, how 
about some tea while I’m here please?

You can put in some cameras, you can change all the 
locks, you can hire a security team. But they’ll come, 
oh they will come, they’ll find their subtle ways 
back to you. They’ll dress up as the guy serving your 
coffee, they’ll disguise themselves in the laugh of your 
neighbor, they’ll turn themselves into the glasses on 
the faces of strangers. And then they’ll vacation, for 
just a month or so, and you’ll sigh, feel relief, and exhale 
them free. Then you’ll put on a record and celebrate 
them gone, but there you’ll find them hiding, in that 
beat, those first notes, the 1,2,3,4. They’ll peek their 
voices out from the chorus and say remember this part, 
remember this song, remember how he used to dance 
with you? Well if you didn’t before you surely do now, 
and would you mind getting me a glass of wine?


